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tention of making a further meal. In obvious disgust,
the animal got up and stalked off down the slum,
luckily in the direction of home.
M'Whizzle forbade it being taken into the house,
being nervous of his furniture, and ordered it to be
tethered in the yard. There was a slight draught
there, enough, he said, to give any ordinary camel
of the desert pneumonia. But this was no ordinary
camel. It was a beast inured to civilization. Its
depraved tastes vouched for that. The party left it
in the act of exhibiting its depraved taste further by
gnawing the green paint off the yard door.
An animal with such a voracious appetite took a
great deal of looking after. Archibald spent a goodly
portion of the next two or three days in cutting lalang
grass and bearing the bundles home, where the camel
disposed of them with annoying rapidity. He also,
under M'Whizzle's direction, undertook the difficult
task of fitting a saddle to the hump and, in his own
opinion, succeeded.
Every morning he scanned the local paper anxiously
for news of the robbery at the Botanical Gardens.
He felt surprised and rather suspicious that he found
none, until coming suddenly into the yard one after-
noon, he found a strange Sikh, in watchman's garb,
caressing the camel.
On finding himself observed, the man approached,
fawning.
"White lord," he said in a timid voice. "I pray
you, pardon, O great white lord."
"I am no lord, no white man." Archibald Podd
drew himself up. He perceived at once that the fellow